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A terrible remoteness seemed my doom
Whether I wrote of bayonets or curls. . . .

So the stiff stanzas and the prosy lines

Accumulated on my dusty shelf,

A family joke, like any secret vice:

Dud bombs, damp rockets, unexploded mines.

'This sort of writing isn't really nice.

Oh, George, my darling, can't you be yourself?'

You can; and I would praise your studied art,
Dry and stiff-fingered, but more accurate
Than all my brilliant angers and my blind,
Hot, hurt perceptions, energized with hate:
Would praise your calm perspectives of the mind
So coloured with the pathos of the heart.

For my slack words were awkwardly heroic,
Your noble mood assumes no airs at all:
A rock of anger in this world unstable,
Me other people's sufferings made a stoic,
But you, a hostess at our hungry table,
Are kind; your atmosphere is germinal.

Loving the charity of women's love,

Too much a household pet, I see in you

The gentle nurture that now curbs my grief

As I grow tall, beyond that budding grove

Of all the beautiful beyond belief

Within whose shade my windflower passions blew,

Private to me, their shy and secret sun:
Who now with other private suns compete
And seek in man's inverted mode such love
As nerves the will to enter and complete
Its terrible initiation of
Man to these virtues that from pain are won.